A Husband for Emily Dickinson
Building a staircase for the Colemans Those were his best years.
He had become almost the quieted man they thought him to be.
Setting forms for a sidewalk along Main Street
Unsuspected, looking after his mother in the old place, he was endowed with a scrutiny for the revivals, the College, the traveling shows, the Ornamental Tree Association, the dogs, the hills, the child coughing deep in her chest.
Spading the Fowlers' garden
He did not go to the War.
Did not say why.
Did not go West.
Erecting posts for the gas lamps 
